THEODORE ROOSEVELT'S FATHER

With it all he enjoyed life as few, and with
cause: he never neglected a duty. He drove
a four-in-hand in the Park, sailed a boat, loved
the woods, shared in every athletic sport, and
was the life and soul of every company. At
forty-six he was as strong and active as at
sixteen, his youthful ideals as undimmed. I
have had to suffer many taunts in my days on
account of my hero of fiction, John Halifax,
from those who never found a man so good.
I have been happier than they, it seems. But
perhaps they did not know him when they saw
him. Some of them must have known Theo-
dore Roosevelt, and he was just such a one.
He would go to a meeting of dignified citizens
to discuss the gravest concerns of the city or of
finance, with a sick kitten in his coat-pocket,
which he had picked up in the street and was
piloting to some safe harbor. His home life
was what you might expect of such a man.
His children worshiped him. A score of times
I have heard his son sigh, when, as Governor
or Police Commissioner, he had accomplished
something for which his father had striven and
paved the way, " How I wish father were here
and could see it! " His testimony of filial love